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gray-blue nubbles, sat there looking impossibly far away; the
sky was darkening, the wind was cold; lagoons looked some-
how uninhabitable. Nicolette halted, in a very strong smell
of tide, beside tufts of violently-blown marsh-grass. Not a sail
was on the water; little hasty waves lapped and lapped on
bumps of dead grass or sea-weed; little wreaths of foam bobbed
up and down upon them or attached themselves to the marshy
shore, even dangling from blades of its coarse grass, where
they had been lifted and blown.
That wind grew colder every minute. . . . Would the
village be like the one where we bought the peasant bread?
One surely could not have slept there. . . . There might not
be a spare bed in all Comacchio; more likely, not a spare half
or quarter or eighth of a bed. And village food?
Had this been France we might have gone on, in a sort of
faith; but the wind whistled suddenly in my other ear as
we swung round. ... A pity! Those nubs still allured us,
and the feeling of the edge of everything; but we were on our
way to Padua and the Lakes, it was better to stop experiment-
ing, and go. . . . Much better! we said, staring back at the
vanishing romantic nubs.
"Glad we've had this bit of it, anyway/' said Babs, pulling
her hat down. "Now we'll hump along, darling, and get to
Ferrara."
North of us, I discovered, lay Codigoro, that "largest land-
reclaiming installation in the world"; and eastward of it,
standing on what was once an island, is Pomposa, the famous
Benedictine abbey. Was Pomposa's island one of the things
reclaimed from the sea, we wondered? The abbey now stands
on the edge of an inland lagoon; and farther north of Codi-
goro is what our map called the "Ancienne lagune d'Am-
brogio" a large piece of very dry land where once was shining
water. Italy, one gathers, is finding ways of extending her
territory other than by war; a very Industrious one is filling
lagoons. . . .
And it shouldn't have seemed long, but it did, exceedingly,
before we sighted the great red walls of Ferrara. Only forty-